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It%was a merry life ; and Caliph, poet, and musician
seem one and all to have been bgnt on enjoying it to
the utmost. In this story art and talent level the
barriers of rank ; in the next they go further, and
almost do away with those which in the East have been
of all times yet more insuperable, the barriers of sex.

One spring morning 'Omar, lately arrived from his
estates in the south, had pitched his travelling gear in
the valley of Mina near Mecca; and had seated himself
to enjoy the fresh air at the tent door, while his atten-
dants stood around. A fine-looking middle-aged woman,
handsomely dressed, approached the group, and wished
them good morning. 'Omar returned the salute. 'Are
not you 'Omar grandson of Aboo-Rabee'ah 1 said the
woman. He answered, * The same ; what do you want
with me \' 'Omar's servants had discreetly withdrawn
behind the tent. * Long and happy life to you/ said
the woman; ' have you any wish for an interview with
the loveliest face, and the sweetest disposition, and the
perfectest breeding, and the noblest birth of .all living
creatures?' 'Omar answered, ' What could I wish for
more \' ' But under one condition/ ' Say it.' * You
must allow me,' continued the woman, ' to blindfold
you with my own hands, and thus to lead you myself,
till I have brought you into the very place which I
intend j there I will undo the bandage ; but before
you leave I will tie up your eyes again, and so lead
you back to your tent.' 'Omar, whose curiosity was
only the more roxised by such a proposition, consented.

* When,' said he, in his own version of the adventure,

* she had brought me to my destination, and taken the
bandage off my eyes, I found myself in presence of a
woman whose like for beauty and bearing I had neves*
seen.    She was seated on a kind of throne.    I saluted
her ; she motioned to me to seat myself on the ground